PATCHWORK                                           "A"
I was giddy and as it were asphyxiated by the
pervasion of horror. Death so near me, so seemingly
inevitable, if not to-day, then to-morrow, if not
here, then there, death everywhere in this rancid
sunshine, death in this stinking soil; and I am sure
that I knew, even as I saw the snake, that it had been
put there for me.
I knew that its presence was no accident.
For a moment, for a perceptible, measurable
space of time, I waited perfectly still for fate, the
snake, accident, death, enfin for the other party, to
make the next move.
And the snake was still as death; and then I saw
it, or thought I saw it, breathing.
My senses came back with a rush and in a second
I had slammed down both the seat and the upper lid
of the commode with a crash, and slipped on my
coat and stepped back into my office.
I rang my bell and the pert idiot of an under-
clerk appeared: his silly, self-assured face irritated
me; and I distinctly remember wondering whether
or no he were looking at my lumbar quarters. Of
course he wasn't . . . and yet, why not?
I stood behind my desk, clothed and in my right
mind: on my desk were the trappings of office, my
trays of letters and part of the College file, and, near